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would be glad to get the number of your paper that con-
tains it, as I have promised a friend to let him have what
I write to you and others, relative to Indian history, and
the early settlement of Alabama. Your paper until
within the last two months came more regularly than any
I take; since that time, I seldom see or hear of a Mont-
gomery Mail. I do not recollect the last number of the
Mail I did get. This country is like most others that I
have lived in—too few reading people, and too many of
that few find it more convenient to borrow a newspaper
than pay for one; so I very often have mine loaned out.
And that is why I cannot recollect the last number I re-
ceived. But I recollect among the last numbers that I
have seen, there was a sketch, I think, taken from a Bos-
ton paper, giving an account of the meeting of three
Scotch brothers in Charleston, Mass., which meeting was
not of very common occurrence; and, on reading that, I
sketched off the meeting of two brothers, that I witnessed,
many years ago, in what is now Alabama, but then was
the Creek nation, and which I did not send to you.

Some years before the Creek war, and when I was quite
a youngster, I made occasional visits to the Ocmulgee
river, which was then the line between the whites and
Indians. The Indians claimed half the river, and in
spring or shad-catching time the Indians would flock from
all parts of the nation in great numbers to the Ocmulgee.
They could be seen at every shoal as high up the river as
shad could run, down to the Altamaha, for the purpose
of fishing. Omn one of my trips to Old Fort Hawkins, I
became acquainted with an Indian countryman by the
name of John Ward; and the first time I ever visited the
Creek agency, which was then on Flint River, was in
company with Ward, an old uncle of mine, and one An-
drew McDougald. Col. Hawkins was then holding a
council with some chiefs from various parts of the nation.
I met with Ward occasionally from that time until the
war commenced. When Gen. Floyd moved his troops to
Flint River, Ward was the interpreter for the officer that
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was in command at Fort Manning. He then came into
Gen. Floyd’s camp, and remained with the army until it
reached the Chattahoochee, and commenced building
Fort Mitchell. He was often sent out with Nimrod Doyle
as a spy. There was also an Indian countryman along by
the name of Bob Moseley. Moseley’s wife was the niece
of Peter McQueen. Ward’s wife was a relation of Daniel
McDonald, more generally known to the whites as Daniel
McGillivray, and both of their wives were then with the
hostile Indians. Ward and Moscley seemed willing to
risk any and everything to forward the movements of the
army, in order to reach the neighborhood of their families.
There was a detachment of soldiers sent out to Uchee
creek, to throw up a breast-work. I was one of the party,
and among the rest was a Baptist preacher by the name
of Elisha Moseley, a very sensible and most excellent man
at that, and as grave as men ever get to be; for he could
pray all night and fight all day, or pray all day and fight
all night, just as it came to his turn to do either; and this
preacher was a brother to Bob Moseley, the Indian coun-
tryman. While at this breast-work, one night, by a camp-
fire, I listened to Elijah Moseley inquiring into his bro-
ther’s motives for leaving a white family and making his
home among a tribe of savages. Bob’s reply was, as well
as I now recollect, that there was no false swearing among
Indians. The preacher then commenced making some
enquiry into Ward’s history. Ward informed him that
his father had taken him into the Creek nation near
where Oweatumka or Wetumpka now stands, when he
(Ward) was a child, and shortly after died, and that he
recollected very little of his father; that he had been
raised by Daniel McDonald, or McGillivray, as he was
commonly called; that he heard McDonald say that his
father was a Georgian, and had left a wife and children
in that State. Ward’s history, as far as it went, soon be-
came known in the camp; and some one in the camp,
that had heard of Ward’s father quitting his family and
disappearing with one of his children, and knowing some-
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thing of the Wards in Georgia, looked at John Ward and
said, from the near resemblance of him and a Georgia
Ward, they must be brothers. The Georgia brother was
written to, and in a few weeks, made his appearance in
camp. In this time, the Indian Ward, from exposure,
had fallen sick, and was very low. The Georgia brother
came into camp one night, and the next morning John
Ward was a corpse—though John was perfectly rational on
the arrival of his brother and, before he died, knew who
he was. They proved to be twin brothers. A very inti-
mate acquaintance of yours messed with me at the time,
and Ward frequently messed with us. It was Capt. Ar-
nold Seals, of Macon county, Ala. Ward died in one of
the tents of Adams’ riflemen, and Elijah Moseley was his
nurse. The most feeling pulpit talk I ever heard dropped
from the lips of Elijah Moseley, in a soldier’s tent, on the
death of John Ward. Ward left one son. John, though
raised among Indians, spoke our language very well.
John’s mother was a Tuskegee. He was entitled to a half
section of land, under the treaty, and was enrolled among
the Tuskegees. ‘He was a floater, under the treaty, but
by the permission of Col. Albert Nat. Collins, of Macon
county, and myself, he located him a tract in the fork of
Coosa and Tallapoosa. I think he sold to Col. George
Taylor. The Indian countryman, John Ward, died in
1813. His remains rest on the hill just above old Fort
Mitchell. So do the remains of two other Indian country-
men—Tom Carr, an Englishman, and the father of Paddy
Carr, and lame Bob Walton. Col. Hawkins used to call
him Timor Bob, and said he was as brave, if not the
bravest man he ever knew. He was the interpreter for
Col. Hawkins, and accompanied him to the Hickory
Ground, with Sam Moniac, Billy Weatherford, Pinthlo
Yoholo, or Swamp Singer, and old Eufau Harjo, or Mad
Dog, at the time he arrested Boles, the Englishman, at
the head of fifteen hundred Indian warriors. If old Col.
Joe Hutchinson is living, he can give you a full history
of that affair; and if dead, a letter, in the hand writing of
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